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F the La Pucziis of VoLTAIRE it is almoſt ſuperfluous to 
ſpeak, as, from the prevalence of the language in which it is 
written, the. public cannot be ignorant that it has every characteriſtie 
of its celebrated author; that it is wit and fatire adorned with all the 
colouring of fancy, and all the elegancies of dition. Attending to its 
various beauties, the tranſlator felt a wiſh of giving them to his own 
language, for the accompliſhment of which purpoſe he ſet apart ſome 
hours of a life happily diſengaged from the ſeverities of buſineſs; and the 
reader is here preſented with a ſhort ſpecimen of the reſult. If it be ſo 
fortunate as to meet with his approbation, the remaining parts ſhall be 
conſigned to the preſs. That they are at preſent with-held proceeds from 
the tranſlator's diffidence of ſucceſs; it is far from his defire to obtrude 
himſelf on undeſerved notice, and, when he profeſſes that he is not 
ſtudious of profit, he muſt acknowledge that his affluence is not ſuffi- 
cient to induce an indifference to loſs. There are two very reſpect- 
able deſcriptions of men to whom the tranſlator muſt particularly ad- 
dreſs himſelf: the periodical critics, who avow themſelves the guardi- 
ans of the public taſte; and the men of grave characters, who, 
alarmed at the name of Voltaire, may on this occaſion feel them- 
ſelves the guardians, and prepare to enter the liſts as the champions, 
of the public morals. To the former the tranſlator muſt announce 
himſelf the writer of amuſement, and not of profeflion; but he 
wiſhes not, under any pretences, to obtain more than his due, and his 
object 
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object is not to preclude criticiſm, but to deprecate ſeverity. Acquainted 


with che original, the ſtyle of which, like that of all fatyrical writings 
in French verſe, is cloſe, compreſt, and abrupt, they mult be ſenſible of 
che difficulties of the undertaking, and it is only for the indulgences 
to which theſe may be entitled, that he preſumes to ſollicit. If therefore, in 
adapting the poem to an Engliſh dreſs, the tranſlator has here, and there 
been tempted to uſe ſome little latitude in the conſtruction, he has only 
to throw himſelf on the candour of his judges, and to hope that he has 
neither been ſo frequent, nor ſo licentious in the uſe of it, as to deſtroy 
the general ſenſe, and ſpirit of the author, to_amplify his compreſſion 
ator. meakbals, ot overly the charidiee; of hie wit with: faperfivous 
ornament. To the latter the tranſlator finds it teſs difficult 


to addreſs himſelf, for his literary delinquency he feels to be greater 


than his moral. The PucrII is uſually ranked with the moſt ex- 


ceptionable of its extraordinary author's productions, but the tranſla- 


tor cannot ſubſcribe to the propriety of this diſpoſition; he allows indeed 
that the poet's wit is ſometimes too wanton, and his ſatire ſometimes too 
undiſtinguithing, but the frippery of a declining ſuperſtition, the abuſes 
and corruptions of popery in particular, and of prieſtcraft in general, 
ſeem. to be the juſt object of the one, and to entertain the fancy 


2 ther than taint the mind, is the obvious tendency of the other. It was 


under this aſpect of the work, that the tranſlation was undertaken, in 
which the tranſlator truſts nothing will appear to juſtify claſſing him 
amongſt the open, or the inſidious enemies of virtue, or religion. 
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Which of the French King's am'rous feats 
With beauteous Agnes Sorel treats, AS 1 
Orleans beſieged, a Saint's appearing, o 2 
And many more things worth your hearing. 1 


F Saints to ſing tho weak my ſtrain, 
And ſav' ring ſomewhat of profane; 
Yet would I fain devote a verſe. 
That heroine's praiſes to rehearſe, 
That more than amazon of woman, 
Who ſuch exploits atchiev'd, as no man, 8 
No mortal ever did before; | = 
An angel only could do more: 
DI "IM For 


2 


29 
— 


— — 22 — * 4 ”" "Ss 
R 2 nnn 9 
* 5 A , v = * 1 


91" » 7 
ere #® 5 Fe x k W329 
*. 4 x v7 1 


JS; 
v N HIV 


* 
& * 


* - wy a 
5 TY 


THE MAlDp or OrLEeaNs. 


For if what's ſaid is goſpel, ſhe 


Reſtor d the drooping fleurs de lys; 
From Charles her monarch turn d aſide 
Of Engliſh rage th' impetuous tide; 
And offer'd him at Remo's altar, 


| Reſcued perhaps from ax, or halter, 


There to receive the facred unction 
To fit him for his royal function. 


Yet had ſhe each external ſign 


Minter n 
The face, the dreſs, and had, I trow, 
The badge infallible below: 

But an Orlando's vigour lay 

Beneath the petticoat and ſtay. 

All this does mighty well for Mars, 
But under me in Venus' wars 

A cadet, if to chuſe I am, 

Should have a ſtronger ſmack of lamb. 
For you'll diſcover that this Joan 

Of Arc was lion to the bone, 

With hair an end as you proceed 

Of her unrivall'd feats to read; 
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Tux FixsT Cano. 
And yet, Herculean as they were, ? 
To keep her maidenhead a year > 
Was of her toils the moſt ſevere. } 


O! of diſcordant mem'ry thou, 
Who, curſt by Phoebus with a bow 
On fiddle of moſt gothic tone, 

Haſt ſcrap'd the hiſtory of Joan, 
Chapelain, in honour of thy trade 
Vouchſafe thy genius to my aid: 

But no---Houdart may need the boon 
To make old Homer a buffoon. 


"Twas on one Eaſter tide at Tours 
Where Charles in cap'ring paſs'd his hours, 
The youth, bleſt circumſtance for France! 
Saw Agnes Sorel at a dance. 

A form of that ſuperior kind 

As leaves deſcription far behind; 

For let imagination ſeek 

The firſt young roſe on Flora's cheek; 


True: Maid or Orleans. 


Go bid the ſylvan nymphs. attend 
Their harmony of ſhape to lend; 84 0 
And then to Love's enchanting face 
Add all that beauty owns of grace; 
For eaſe and elegance make room, 
And dreſs her from Arachne's loom: 
With Syren muſic let her tongue, 
Her ſteps be with ſeduction hung: 
Beſide, like bees 'round'ev'ry charm _ 
Let Je n'ſcai quois unnumber'd ſwarm, 
A ſingle one of which contains 
A pow'r to lead the world in chains; | 
On's marrow-bones the hero brings, 
Makes fools of ſages, ſlaves of kings: 
= = And yet ſuch colours were too faint 
I | This lovely, paragon to paint. 
The monarch ſaw, and felt a flame, 
To ſee and love her was the ſame; 
And through th' aſcending ſcale of fire, 
From the firſt ſpark of young deſire, 
His royal breaſt was taught to prove 


The whole thermometer of love. 


And 
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And now 'twas ogling, trembling, ſighing, 

The voice in ſpeechleſs murmurs dying; 

Lock'd hands unto each other growing; 

The anguiſh of the boſom ſhowing 

By looks that ſpeak, and eyes that burn, 

Impatient of a fond return: 

In ſhort, in each occaſion ſeizing 

To practice ev'ry art of pleaſing 

Which love ingenious could invent, 

A day, a live-long day was ſpent. 

The bus'neſs which their ſubjects mince 

At once is {wallow'd by a prince, 

Who falls in love o'er head and ears 

No ſooner than the fair appears, 

Made of combuſtibles to catch 

At fight of beauty, like a match. 
Agnes with ſeeming ſang-froid would 

Have maſk'd her feelings if ſhe could, 

But ah! the courtier's roguiſh eyes 

Soon penetrate the thin diſguiſe. 

C Meanwhile 
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Meanwhile, the young intrigue to hide, 
To truſty Bonneau Charles apply d; 
A counſellor of greater pow'rs | 
Grac'd not the parliament of Tours; 


Nor one of all the king employ'd 


So much his confidence enjoy d: 


At court, where geeſe are ſwans, a poſt 
Of ſuch conſiderable boaſt, 

No title an iota leſs 

Than back-ſtairs fav'rite could expreſs; 


Which i' th plain Engliſh of the town 
As well by name of Pimp is known. 
Reflected by the filver flood, 

On Loire's fair banks his villa ſtood ; 
Thither Miſs Agnes went by water, 


Charles cloak'd in night ſoon follow'd a' ter. 


Supper was ſerv'd, with choice of wine, 
A ſcene, tho' not without defign, 
Yet plain, and clogg'd with no parade, 
Dumb waiter Bonneau only play'd : 
Compar'd to this, ye pow'rs above, 
What is the neQtar'd feaſt of Jove! 
Our 
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Our lovers to deſire a prey, 
Alternate change of grave and gay; 


Now in the dumps, and preſto foon —« 


In ſpirits to jump o'er the moon; D911 qu 
Beſotted, and like lovers ever | 
Seiz'd with an intermitting fever, 

Sat bandying of their am'rous glances, 

Thoſe nameleſs, numberleſs advances, 

Which ev'ry ſenſe by turns employ, 

Chaſte prefaces to fuller joy; 

Chaſte though they be, they whet defire, 

And add freſh fuel to the fire. 

Thus rapt the prince her charms devour'd, 


And in her ears love ſtories pour d, 


Her ſweet attention to engage; 


Which, at the bottom of the page 
Like notes in books, beneath the table 
Their mixing knees made explicable. 


The ſupper o'er, to the repaſt 
Succeeded in th Italian taſte a 


A trio, 
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A trio, ſet fo, as to ſuit 
The hautboy, violin, and flute: 
A hundred heroes loſt to glory | 
Supplied the allegoric ſtory, > 
Whom mighty love had caufed to dwindle 
Into mere twirlers of a ſpindle;  - 
'The bind kudlGortcaher pens 5 
The ſupper- room was ſtation d nigh: 
Whilſt Agnes, modeſtly retir d. 
Sat where ſhe could not be admir'd, 

Yet heard, inviſible to all, 

The muſick's ev'ry ſwell and fall. 


. 
p 3 


Twas midnight, and the filver moon, 
Refulgent at her higheſt noon, 
Shed her mild radiance from above, 
To gratulate the hour of love. 
In a receſs where art had play, 
With gold and ſculpture richly gay; 
Where ſhade had juſt enough of room 
For am'rous thefts to form a gloom; 


—— 
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And where, tho' not excluded quite, 


Yet not obtruſive was the light, 
The holland and the down diſcloſe 
Their provocations to repoſe; - 
Whoſe pow'r the languid fair confeſt, 
Number'd her beads, and ſunk to reſt. 
From this delightful ſcene not far, 

A door commodious lay a-jar, 


Which Al'ce, her maid, experienc'd flut! 
On purpoſe, had forgot to ſhut. 

Ye lovers 'tis for you to guels, 

What I, what language can't expreſs, 
(For you are judges of the matter) 

The King's impatience to be at her ; 

His hair in careleſs treſſes bound, 
Arabia breathing all around; 

Whilſt on the brink of joy he ood, 
And all but plung'd into the flood: 
But fee to take the leap he ventures, 
The bed-chamber, the bed he enters. 
The ſequel, O] for words to utter! 
Conſult the heart's tumultuous flutter, 
D 


a 


If 


If in a moment ſo replete 


With bliſs, the heart have room to beat, 
And, clogg'd with tranſport in the breaſt, 


Every pulſe be not ſuppreſt. 

The conflict between love and ſhame 
Seti all ber beauties in a flame; 

But ſhame is ſoon compell'd to yield, 
And leave love maſter of the field: 
And now he folds her in his arms, 
Compliance melting all her charms; 
His hands at liberty to ſtray, 

And eyes to wander where they may, 
Hands all impatient of controul, 

And eyes that pierce the very ſoul; 
Every outline now broke down, 
Love's very citadel his own. 

With hands thus privileg'd, and eyes, 
Who could do leſs than idolizel 


Beneath a neck, whoſe pearly light 
Would ſhame the alabaſter's white, 
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The bs twin hills of love, are ſeen 


To heave, and leave a vale between; 
Their ſummits beautifully round, 
Each with a roſe-bud nipple crown'd; 
Provoking, as they ceaſeleſs move, 
The eye, the hand, the lip to rove, 
And raviſh ſome tranſporting bliſs 

By balmy touch, or balmier kiſs. 

Fain would my pencil have portray d 


The whole of this all-beauteous maid, 


And for th' embelliſhing my ſtory, 
Have laid her ſoft contour before ye; 


And, for her great Creator's honour, 
Without a ſingle rag upon her. 
Mix'd was my pallet to proceed, 


When, frowning on the purpos'd deed, 
That virtue, to whoſe care by Heav'n 


The morals of mankind are given, 
Hight decency' on earth, Teſtrain'd 
The impious licence of my hand. 
Where ſhe excell'd, if you ſhould aſk, 
Deſcription faints beneath the taſk; 
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It were impoſſible to tell ye, 

Whether in face, or breaſt, or belly, 

Or in the fore parts, or the nether, 

So faultleſs was the altogether! _ 

But of that moſt extatic minute, 

Oh! to have felt th' effect or ſeen it! 

Then ev'ry feature of the charmer 

Glow'd in a double ratio warmer, 

In due proportion to the meaſure 
Of giving, and receiving pleaſure: 

For beauty wrapp'd in many a fold 

Of coy reſerve, and caution cold, 

Is doom'd in embrio long to lie, 

Or ſlowly quicken on the eye: 

Tis love, tis pleaſure muſt diſcloſe, 

And give at once the full-blown roſe, 


Such raptures three whole moons employ d, 


And not a moment unenjoy d! 
To breakfaſt from the couch of love, 
Fatigued, not ſated, they remore; * 
Where all which art or nature's pow'r 
Supplics, loſt vigour to'reſtore; - 
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Freſh eggs, and marmalade, and jelly, 
Eringo root, and vermicelli, | 
O'er the luxurious board are ſpread, 
To give the tone requir'd for bed. 
To drive the deer with hound and horn 
Is the next bus'neſs of the morn; 
And Spaniſh courſers champ the rein - 
To bear the hunters o'er the plain. 
Now pleaſure takes another face, 
The bath receives them from tae chace 
Where waſhes, paſtes of ev'ry ſcent, 
Pimples to cure, or to prevent; 
Circaſſian bloom, Olympian dew, 
All that can ſoften, or renew: 
And ev'ry perfume which exhales 
From Tropic flow'rs, and Tropic gales, 
Unccaſingly profuſion ſheds, 
Beneath their feet, and round their heads; 
Where ev'ry clime, and ſeaſon meets, 
To form an atmoſphere of ſweets. 
The dinner then with new delights 
Of coſtly luxury invites, 
E Diverſified 


14 Tux MalDp or OR EANs. 
Diverſified in many a diſn, 
Of roaſt, aud boil'd, of fleſh and fiſh, 
Of various fowl, the barn-door tame, 
And wild, denominated game; 
Of callypaſh, and callypee; 
Of rich ragout, and fricaſſee: 
With ev'ry fauce, and ev'ry pickle, 
Each ſenſe to ſtimulate, or tickle. 
Now, from the ſparkling grape of Ai, 
And mellow'r juices of Tokai, 
. | A fire is ſhot into the brain, 
Which ſoon from thence diſtils again 
In ev'ry ſpecies, and degree, 
Of humour, wit, and repartee: 
| I Whilſt Bonneau on the king's bon mots 
| Thi inceflant ſhout of praiſe beſtows. 
The cloth remov' d, to help digeſtion, 
Debated is ſome gen'ral queſtion 
Where pleaſantry, and reaſon find 
Employ for body, and for mind: 
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: | | _ Smut, inuendos, jokes abound, 
I The titter, and the tale go round; 
| And 
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And in the various bill of fare 

Scandal, and politics have ſhare. 

Whilſt here ſome rhyming coxcomb peer, 
As vain as noiſy, ſtorms your ear 
His flimſy madrigals to hear. ; 
Another, {kill'd to rhyme and ſing, 

Fit comrade for a jolly king, 

A bawdy ſong is heard to roar, 


Till all the room is one encore. 
The ſcene now ſhifts, the grave Sorbonne 
Is ſummon'd to afford them fun, 

Like mummies plaiſter d to the ears 
With learning of ſome thouſand years; 
And mock aſſociates of their train, 

Like them as formal, pert, and vain; 
With flowing gowns, and pompous wigs, 
Your dancing dogs, and learned pigs. 
Cloſe on their heels are uſher'd in 

Punch, Scaramouch, and Harlequin; 

A tribe the lynx's eye to cozen, 
And your fire-eaters by the dozen: 
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With all that's ſtrange of plum' d, or hairy, 
An Iriſh giant, and a fairy. 

At duſk choice parties with the king 
To ſee the play are on the wing; 

For tho' the joyous day is done, 
Their pleaſures ſet not with the ſun, 
But on through ev'ning hours ſurvive, 
Kept by variety alive; 

Till paſſion ſounds the charge anew, 


And love again demands his due, 


Demands the undivided right 

To rule the happy couple's night; 

O'er whom, his purple wings outſpread, 
Flung bridal roſes round the bed, 

Where lapt in extacy they lay, 


Till wak'd by fuch another day. 


Still they deſir d, and ſtill enjoy'd, 
By repetition never cloy'd; 

No jealouſies, no jars aroſe 

To break the calm of their repoſe; 
No languor, no diſguſt came near, 
And the laſt joy was ſtill moſt dear: 
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For love and time, whoſe pinions know 


No medium, or too ſwift, or flow, 
Such pow'r had Agnes to enſlave em 
Juſt flew as faſt as ſhe would have 'em. 
Oft has he panted on her breaſt, 
Whillt lips to burning lips were preſt, 
The monarch thus his fair addreſt: 
My Agnes! idol of my ſoul! 
Should the whole world to my controul 
Submit, for thee I'd ſpurn the ball; 
A charm of thine is worth it all. 
My parliament perhaps this hour 
Strips me of all my regal pow'r, 
Prepar'd the Briton to obey, 
And to inveſt him with my ſway: 
His be my ſceptre, but of thee 
Poſſeſt I'm more a king than he. 
Such words are not the moſt heroic, 
But he muſt be indeed a ſtoic, | 
Whilſt on a fine girl's boſom lying, 
Perhaps the virgin zone untying, 
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By paſſion's furious ſting inflam'd, 
Who could a better ſpeech have fram'd. 


Whilſt Charles, like pamper'd abbot, led 
This ſenſual life of board and bed, 
The Engliſh prince with rage unquench'd, 
Keeping the field in ſlaughter drench'd, 
His harneſs never off his back, 
No time allow'd his boots to black ; 
'To's head his helmet ever tied, 
And dagger dangling by his fide; 
His vizor up, at reſt his lance, 
Play'd foot-ball with the pride of France. 
In vain her walls, her tow'rs oppoſe, 
They fall before him as he goes; 
And bloodſhed, rapine, and taxation 
Mark his carcer with deſolation. 
Unchain'd the ſoldier's brutal rage 
No quarter ſhews to ſex or age, 
But in the fight of one another 
Raviſh'd the daughter is, and mother: 
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Nay e' en the convent's ſacred pale 
With horrid inſolence they ſcale; 49 
Nor nuns, nor abbeſſes eſcape © 

The fury of the gen'ral rape: 

Whilſt the drain'd cellars of the fri'rs 
Sublime their luſt's unhallow'd fires. 
Gilt ſaints with ſacrilegious hand 

Are all denuded, and profan'd; | 

And, what of fins the greateſt fin is, 
The gold is melted down to guineas. 
The bleſſed Virgin and her Son 

They treat alike, and piſs upon: 
Whate'er is holy they abuſe, 

And turn cathedrals into mews. 

Thus when the wolves, athirſt for blood, 
And almoſt famiſhing for food, 

Upon the weak defenceleſs fold 

Satiate their fury uncontroul'd, 

At diſtance Colin in the mead, 

And full of love alone his head, 

With nothing to diſturb his ſleep, 


Not een a dream of wolves or ſheep, 
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Sunk on his ſheperdeſs's breaſt 


Enjoys the luxury of reſt: 


Whilſt off his poſt, and like his maſter 
Regardleſs of the fell diſaſter, 

His ſupper cating fits the dog, 

And thinks of nothing but his prog. 


Now, from his bright abode on high, 
Beyond the ken of mortal eye, 
Where, all his earthly troubles over, 
He fatten'd with the faints in clover, 
Good Denis, who once fill'd the birth 
Of preacher to our fires on earth, 
Slunk to a corner from his meſs, 
To weep his country's fad diſtreſs; 


Blood, fire, and havock o'er her plains, | 


Her very capital in chains: 
And, ſhameful! the moſt Chriſtian king 
Tied to a wench's apron ſtring; 
Regarding not a fingle jot, 
If all the nation went to pot, 


__ 
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So he could whet upon her kiſſes, | _ Ml 
His paſſion for more ſenſual bliſſes. IJ 
Now, this ſame Denis was to France 
What Mars was to the Romans once; 
Or, as Minerva was the ſame 
To Athens, when ſhe had a name: 
With only this prodigious odds, | 
One ſaint's worth all the heathen gods! pO 


Ah! by this fainted head, fays he, | 7 2 
Tis not the thing, not juſt to ſee ic 
The downfall of that empire, where 7 
The ſtandard of the croſs to rear | 
I took ſuch pains, and ſuch pains taken, 

Hop'd that it never could be ſhaken. 
O! houſe of Valois doom'd to moan 
The lilies fading round thy: throne! 
I know thy perils, and my heart 
In all thy mis'ries takes a part. : 
How can I then ſtand neutral by, 
And ſuffer that beneath my eye 
G | Th 
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Th' imperious brothers of Fifth Harry 
Should every thing before them carry? 
A lawleſs, half-fav'd, ruſſian crew 
Thy royal rejettons purſue: | 
Bare-bottom'd turn thy ſons adrift, 
And leave thy daughters ſcarce a ſhift. - 
I hate, aitho' a ſaint in heav'n, 
(And may I for it be forgiv'n) 
Theſe Britons I have cauſe to hate, 
For looking o'er the book of fate 
| If right I read, the time will come 
—_— + | When trampling on the rights of Rome, 
_— This reaſoning, this rebellious folk, 
3 Impatient of her holy yoke, 
Her bulls and pardons ſhall deride, 
All her authority deny'd: | 
Her annals with contempt ſhall tear, 
And burn his Popeſhip once a year. 


This embryo, this unquicken'd crime 


That's forming in the womb of time; 


= -- This facrilegious inſult cries 
£ 3 3 | ; - | . 
4 For inſtant vengeance to the ſkies: 
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A moment then let's not delay 

To chace theſe Britiſh dogs away; 
But puniſh home, but puniſh now, 
Taking the menace for the blow ; 


And that by ſtratagem ſo new, — ; 

Which their poſterity may rue: | 

So France ſhall Catholic remain, | + A 

Spite of theſe heretics in grain. I. i 
Whilſt thus the faint of the French nation, # 4 * 


Larding his beads with execration, 

His venom to himſelf was ſpitting, 

In Orleans was a council ſitting, 

To fix upon ſome ſpeedy meaſure, 

To fave themſelves, their town and treaſure, 
On which the foe ſo cloſely preſs d, 

That nothing could be more diſtreſs'd; 
The members, always as the caſe is, 
Vary'ng in humours, as in faces, 

Oglio of counſellors and lords, 

Theſe all for blows, and thoſe for words, 


Wail'd 
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Wail'd their misfortunes ſeveral ways, 
The ſelf-ſame tune to diff rent keys: 
But, „what, alas! then can be done!” 
Their chorus was in uniſon. 

Poton, La Hire, and Dunois firſt 

'The fetters of debate to burſt, 

Biting their nails, and out of breath, 
Cry'd on to conqueſt, or to death; 
Hear nothing but our country's call, 
Bravely to fight, and bravely fall! 


Dammee, quoth Richmond, I muſt own 


I think it beſt to burn the town; 
And throw ourſelves into the fire, 
Making one glorious fun'ral pyre: 


Then, when theſe Engliſh come to ſpoil, 


And cut our. throats, for all their toil 

It were a moſt heroic joke, 

To leave them nothing but our ſmoke. 
Alas! faid Trimouille, blubb'ring, why 
At Poictou born, ye Fates was I? 
At Milan all that's dear I've left, 
Of all in Dorothy bereft: 
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To Orleans from her arms I came, 
And quitted happineſs for fame. 
Fain would I, but I cannot fight; 
Deſpair the hero puts to flight; 
And muſt I in cold blood be ſlain, 
And never ſee my love again 
Next Lovet, who in all men's eyes 
The reputation had of wile, 
Whoſe rank, and venerable air 
Juſtly had rais'd him to the chair; 
With fallies of the ſoul at ftrife, 
For form a ſtickler all his life, 
Urg'd, that due method be purſu'd 
In bus'neſs of ſuch magnitude 
As that of city almoſt fack'd; , 
That parliament ſhould paſs an act, 
Or proclamation iffue out 
Againſt this Engliſh rebel rout, 
Which might, with force of canon balls, 
Be fulminated from our walls. | 
| Lovet was, true, an able clerk, 
But here he widely miſs'd his mark: 
H Or, 
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Or, to his own ſad caſe a ſtranger, 
His brain engroſs d with public danger, 
Could he at home have ſmelt a rat, 
ö He would have firſt begun with that; 8 
1 And all his counſels had been bent 
l Againſt my Lady Preſident. 
For, Talbot, under whoſe command * 
Was led the fierce beſieging band, 
Her charms to rifle was on fire; 
Nor leſs inflam'd he her deſire: 
3 | Whoſe gallant form, and roaſt-beef ſize 
I Had not eſcap d her lick'riſh eyes 
F 3 5 The object of her waking theme! 
4 The viſion of her melting dream! 
But her poor man upon his brows 
Felt nothing, but his country's woes J 
With the ſtone's cruel anguiſh torn, 
Who heeds the ſhooting of a corn? 
In ſuch a council! ſo compos'd! : 
What ſenſe, what virtue was diſclos'd! 
So much with public good was hung, 
And amor patriæ ev'ry tongue! 
10 5 0 But 
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But chief above the reſt, La Hire 
With more than patriot zeal on fire 
Was eloquent, that, ſtrange to tell! 
Tho' he talk' d much, he yet talk' d well. 
Whilſt here they ceas'd, as they begun, 
(For all was talk, but nothing done: ) 
Sudden! a ſomething in the air, | 
They through the window ſaw appear 
When hors'd upon a ſolar ray, 
A phantom, brighter than the day, 
Strait cleaves the vault of heav'n profound, 
A faintly odour ſhedding round, 
That through the pathleſs firmament, ' 
You might have track'd it by the ſcent; 
Some ſtall- fed prelate, by his noſe 
Of carbuncle, and cheek of roſe! 
With gold reſplendent ſhone his mitre, 
Made by a circling glory brighter; 
Whilſt on the boſom of the wind _ 
His ſacred veſtments flow'd behind; 
A blaze of more than mortal grace 4 
Irradiated his heav'nly face; 
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His bending neck the ſcarf betray'd, 
The paſt'ral ſtaff his hand diſplay' d, 

In form and dignity, of yore 
Like that which Roman augurs bore. 
Trimouille, at what he ſcarcely ſees, 


Was firſt to fall upon his knees, 
1 And pray with ſeeming ſo devout, 
: =» So much of piety without! 
| Who, canting letcher! was within 
: if A mere hot bed of ev'ry fin. 
| Undaunted Richmond, heart of ſteel, 
No qualms, or horrors apt to feel; 


Whoſe impious and blaſpheming tongue 
With oaths of bloodieſt nature rung; 
Bawl'd out, damnation! blaſt my eyes! 


C It is the Devil in diſguiſe, 
3 Come from the fartheſt verge of hell, 
Is | By all this curſt ſulphureous ſmell: 
| 65 With Lucifer a tete- a- tete 
. | | Would be a moſt delicious treat. 
+] | With holy water, like a ſhot, 
be | Old Lovet flies to fill his pot. 
3 Poton, 
I — — 
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Poton, La Hire, and Dunois gaz d 

All three, with goggle eyes amaz d; 

Whilſt their attendants quite aſtound 

Lay flat as pancakes on the ground. 

The phantom ſeeing how they were frighted, 
Soft from his ſun-beam nag alighted, 

And having with parental feeling 

Excus'd their croſsing and their kneeling; 

When he had wav'd his hands, and bleſs'd em, 
With accents bland he thus addreſs d em: 


Be not, my children, thus afraid, 
Denis I am, a ſaint by trade; 
I lov'd this France, for up I brought her, 
And erſt her catechiſm taught her; 
Then what muſt be my grief to find her 
Reduc'd almoſt unto a cinder: 
And ſee, what to endure is harder, 
My darling Charly diſregard her, 
Who, for a pair of filly. bubbies, 
So ſhockingly deprav'd the cub is! , 
I 1-5 ae 
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Will riſque the loſs of crown, and nation, 
Will riſque the loſs of his falyation. 
To day I combat in her cauſe, 


To ev'ry man, who zealous draws 
The ſword on France's fide a friend, 
Their pangs, their miſeries to end. 
There's not an ill, as ſages write, 

But cur'd is by its oppoſite; 

Now if my Charly for a whore 

Will give up Franee, and what is more 
His honour, I'm reſolv'd to try 

If I can't change his deſtiny; 

And mean to owe the potent charm 


To nothing but a Virgin's arm. 


Then if you think of e er poſſeſſing 

The love of heav'n, and its bleſſing, 

If yet the French and Chriſtian name, 
Remain your boaſt, and not your ſhame; 
If you've unquench'd one ſpark of zeal 
Or, for your King's, or, country's weal, 
charge all prefent to a man, 
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And on all others to prevail, 

That they be ready, tooth and nail, 
To follow me, ſans more requeſting, 
All o'er the country a bird's neſting, 
To try what happy region yields 

Th' Arabia where this phœnix builds. 
The ſaint his errand thus declar d, 
Whilſt all his audience at him ſtar'd, 
Who, thinking it a curſed bore, 

Of laughter burſt into a roar! 
Richmond, of raillery the zeſt, 

An hum'riſt from the very breaſt; 
Who'd rather loſe his life than joke, 
Thus gibingly the faint beſpoke; 
Good Mr. Saint now, prithee, ſay 


Why would you leave the realms of day, 


To loſe your labour and your time, 
In ranſacking this ſinful clime 

For ſuch a gem! ſo rare! fo priz'd! 
¶ {You ſurely muſt be ill advis'd ) 


Which gain'd, if I may ſpeak my mind, 
I fear, old Greybeard, you would find, 
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Itſelf fo giv'n to ſurrender, 

Of town beſieg d a poor defender: 

Beſides why here your ſearch begin 
Amongſt the rakings of all fin, 

When you have ſuch a choice ſupply 

Of theſe ſame virgin things on high; 

More num'rous than the lights which glare 
At Rome, or at Loretto are? 

But here to ſeek them is a farce, 


An Otho is not half ſo ſcarce. 


Of this commodity thy land, 

Alas! poor France! has long been drain'd: 
What with our red-coats and cockades, 
Guiltleſs of ev'ry blood, but maid's; 


| Rank letchery in grave diſguiſe 


At viſitation, or aſſize; 

Our princes, and their pamper'd train, 
Of luſt and riot only vain, 

A ſterling maidenhead is not 

For love, or money to be got; 

And baſtards more abundant now 

Than orphans of their making grow. 
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Then if you wiſh to interpoſe 

This fav'rite noſtrum for our woes, 

Sir Saint, I'd have you change your route 
To find the rare ſpecific out. | 


The faint with indignation heard, 
Bluſhing reprov'd, and difappear'd; 
Then mounting, ſpurr'd his ſolar ſteed, 
And ſwift through ether wing'd his ſpeed, 
With all the ardour of a lover 
His ſearch purſuing, to diſcover 
If in all ſpace's ample bound 
This gem of gems was to be found. 


The EnD of the FIRST Canrto, 
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